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Letter from William Perm. 



[Feb. 



ject on which various opiniprjs are en- 
t rtained, permit me, through the 
medium of your Magazine, to pub- 
lish some extracts from a letter to 
theKditor of the London Monthly 
Magazine in the year 1799, which 
describes the comparative qualities 
of some kinds of sugar in a clear, 
concise manner. V. W. 

" OUGAR, as it is brought in its 
" soft state from the West Indies, 
consists of four substances ; water, 
with which it is charged in no great 
degree ; dirt, which is either soil or 
pulverised cane, which it contains 
in very large quantities ; and an 
oil, which when separated, is. called 
molasses or treacle. When brought 
from the ship, it is put into a warm 
stove, and when the water is evapo- 
rated it assumes a brighter appear- 
ance ; when dry it is put in a mill 
which completely pulverises it, and 
improves the colour. This sugar 
■which has all the dirt and all the mo- 
lasses }n it, is move delicate to the 
eye, but neither more powerful, nor 
more delicate to the taste, than the 
raw sugar as: it comes from the West 
Jndies, 

''There is a species of ground su- 
gar, vulgarly called bastard sugar, 
much to be preferred to the other 
ground sugar ; it goes through the 
refining process, and although it has 
much molasses in it. has no dirt, so 
that, though a less delicate sweet than 
loaf-sugar, it is as powerful a one. 
Loal-su'gnr, completely refined, is cer- 
tainly both a delicate and a pow- 
erful sweet, and if used with proper 
calculation, cheaper 1 than common 
ground sugar." 

i i ■ ■ ii » 
For the Belfast Monthly Magazine. 

The following letters are originals, 
and as they are the productions of 
persons of distinguished character, 



they may be acceptable to the Pro- 
prietors of the Belfast Magazine. 

FROM WILLIAM PESN, TO A PERSON 
UNKNOWN. 

London, lOr/i of Id Mo. 1690. 
"""THOUGH nothing of an interest 
■*■ of my own was the reason of 
the ancient esteem I have had for 
thee, yet that only is the motive at 
this time to this freedom ; for being 
informed by J. Gnmshaw, that some 
of my letters to the late Duke of 
Buckingham* are in thy hands, and 
that thy wonted kindness to all of our 
commuuion has shewn itself in my 
regard, by collecting them apart, to 
prevent their falling under any im- 
proper notice, I thought myself 
obliged both to return my acknow- 
ledgments for that friendly caution, 
and to desire thee to let them follow 
him they were writ to, who can be 
no more known to the living : poor 
Gentleman ! I need not trust another 
hand than that which was unwilling 
any other should be trusted with 
them, but mv own. 1 know not 
what the circumstances of that)ime 
might draw from me, but u.y only 
business with him ever was to make 
his superior quality and sense useful to 
this poor kingdom, that he miuht 
not die under the guilt of mispending 

* This is the Duke of Buckingham, 
whose character is so exquisitely portray- 
ed by Pope, in his moral essay on the 
abuse pf riches. After the " worst inn's 
worst room," has been so exactly descri- 
bed as almost to make the reader think he 
sees the " flock-bed repaired with straw, th'e 
tape-tied curtains," and the contrast between 
the " tawdry yellow, and the dirty red," 
the character of this extravagant and pro- 
fligate Duke is thus summed, up. 
«* No wit to flatter, left of all his store ! 
No fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 
There, victor of his health, of fortune, 

friends, 
And fame; this lord of useless thousands 

ends," 
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the greatest talents that were among 
the nobility of any country. — 
However in the rubbish of those 
times, and the late extraordinary re- 
volution let them lie, and let us all 
think of this only way to the peace 
and happiness we pretend to seek, 
viz. to give God his due out of us, 
and then we shall have our dues out 
of one another ; and without it, let 
us not wonder at the nimble turns 
of the world, nor reflect upon the 
mischiefs that attend them. They 
are the natural «tFect of our breach 
of duty to God, and will ever follow 
it. . We, like tbe Jews, are full of 
jealousy, humour and complaints, and 
seek for our deliverance in the 
wrong place. When we git>w a 
better people, we shall know better 
days, and when we have cast off 
Satan's yoke, no other can hold long- 
er upon us. Things do not change; 
causes and effects are ever the same, 
and they that seek tooverule that eter- 
nal order, fight with the wind, and 
overthrow themselves. But what is 
this to my subject? I close with a true 
sense of all thy tenderness to our 
poor folks, and regards to myself, 
beseeching God- that more than the 
reward of him that gives a cup of 
coid water in the name of a disciple, 
may be thy portion, when this very 
trifling world will be no more. 
I am thy affectionate, true friend, 
William Pens. 

Extracts of letters from Alexander 
Pope, to William h'ortescue, es<j. 

1 Qth September. 
As to the receipt of Sir Stephen 
Poxes' eye-water, which I have lound 
benefit from : it is very simple and 
only this — Take a pint of camphora- 
ted spirits of wine, and infuse there- 
into two scruples of elder flowers. 
Let them remain in jt, and wash 
your temples and the nape of your 
neck, but do not put it into your 
eyes, for it will saiart abominably. 



When you have taken breath a week 
or two, and had the full possession 
of that blessed indolence which you 
justly value after your long labours 
and peregrinations, I hope to see you 
here again ; first exercising the pa- 
ternal care, and exemplary in the 
tender ollice of a pater-familia, and 
then conspicuous in the active scenes 
of business, eloquent at the bar, 
and wise in the chamber of council : 
the future honour of your native 
Devon, and to fill as great a part in 
the history of that county for your 
sagacity and gravity in the laws as 
Esquire Bickfoid is likely to do, for 
his many experiments in natural phi- 
losophy. 

23d September, 172.5. 

Blessed is the man who expects 
nothing, for he shall never be dis- 
appointed, was the ninth beatitude 
which a man of wit (who, like a 
man of wit, was a long time in jail) 
added to the eight. 1 have long 
ago preached this to our friend 
(Gay.) I havt preached it, but the 
world and his other friends have. 
held itforth, and exemplified it * * * 
1 have never since returned Sir ft. 
WV visit, the truth is, I have no- 
thing to ask of him : and 1 believe he 
knows that nobody follows him for 
nothing. Besides, I have been very 
sick ; and sickness (let me tell you) 
makes me above a minister, who 
cannot cure a fit of a fever or 
ague. 

September 1 3. 

This whole summer I have past 
at home, my mother eternally relaps- 
ing, yet Dot quite down; her'memory 
so greatly decayed that 1 am forced to 
attend every thing, even the least 
care* of tfce fariiily, winch yuu'll 
guess is to me an inexpressible trou- 
ble, added to the melancholy of 
observing her condition. 

Mth March, J 7 32. 

As to that poem, (which 1 do uot 
own), I beg your Absolute and in- 



